TTMMTommermgntes dreame. 

Tearing the Thracian finger, in their rage? 

That is an olde dcuifc : and it was plaid. 

When l from Thebes catnc laft a conquerer. 

Thethrifc three Mufcs, mourningfor the death 
OfIearning,latcdeceaft, in beggery? 

That is fome Satire keenc and critically 
Notforting with a nuptiall ceremony. 

A tedious briefc Scene of young 'prawns 
AndhisloueT hip?; yery tragtcall mirth? 

Merry ,andtragicall?Tedious,atid brie(e?Thatishot ifc, 

And wodrous flrange fnow.How (hall we find the cocord 
Of this difcord? 

Phtloft, A Play there is,my Lord, fome ten vvordslong; 
Which is as bricfe,as I haueknowne a play : 

But,by ten words,my Lord it is too long: 

Which makesit tedious- For in allthcPlay, # 

There is not one word apt, one player fitted* 
Andtragicall, my noble Lord,itis.For Pyramus , 

Therein, doth kill himfelfe. Which when 1 faw 
Rehear A, I muftconfeffe, made mine eyes water: 

But more merry teares the paffion ofloud laughcer 
Neiier filed. 

Thefe, What are they,that doe play it? 

Vhtl, Hard handed men,that workein Athens here. 
Which neucrlabour’d in theirminds tilinow: 

And now haue tcylcd their vnbreathed memories. 

With thisfame Playjagainll your nuptiall, 

T/^e.And weewiiiheareit. 

*Phi. No,my noble Lord, it is nor foryou, Ihaueheard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

V n'lefie you can fin de fport i n their cntents , 

Extreameiy flretcht,ar.d cond with cruell paine. 

To do you feruice. - 

T/je.Iwill hearethatplay.Fotneuer any thing 
Can be amiffe,when fimplenefle and duety tender if* 

Goe 


Goe bring them inland take your places, Ladtes. 

//^. I loue not to fee wretchcdneffc orccharged; 
Andduerv>in his feruice, periling. 
r6e.Why,gentle fwecte, you fliall fee no fuch thing. 
Hip. He l’ayes, they candoe nothing in this kinde. 

T^e. The kinder we.togiue them thanks, for nothing. 
Ourfport fliall bc,io take what they mi flake. 

And what poore duty cannot doc, noble rcfpedl 
Take sit in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come, great Cieikes haue purpofed 

To greetc me, with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I bane feene them fliiuer and lookc pale. 

Make periods inthe midfloffenteaces. 

Throttle their pradhz’d accent in their feares. 

And ineonclufiob dumbly haue broke off, 

Not paying mee a welcome. T ruff me, fvveete,. 
Outofthis(ilence,yet, 1 pickt a welcome; 

And in the modefly of fearcfull duty, 

1 read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence* 

Loue,thcrefore,and tong-tide fimplicity. 

In lcaft,fpeake mofl,to my capacity. 

pbilofl. Soplcafe your Grace, the Prologue is addrclt 
J2ak; Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue, 

Pr <&( wee offend, it is with our good will. 

That you fhould thinke, we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To file w our fimple skill. 

That is the true beginning ofour end. 

Confidcrthen,we come but in defpight. 

We doe not come,as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

Wee are not here. That you fliouldhcic repentyou, 
TheAdlorsare athand-, and, by theirfhowe, 

Yo u lb allkno w all, tba t y ou are like to knowe* 

' ' G4 pf 
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